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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

at least they look like old wood-cuts — by James Guthrie, 
the designs a clever cross between Blake and Morris. Why 
do they do these things so much better in England? 

H.M. 

STEPHENS' ROAD TO DUBLIN 

The Rocky Road to Dublin, by James Stephens. Macmillan 

Co. 

To sit down to review James Stephens is much like being 
asked to furnish a recipe for making star-dust, or to analyze 
the shivering beauty of the dawn. His work has the pe- 
culiarly Celtic quality of existing in space, completely di- 
vorced from the world as we know it. His beauty comes to 
us faintly, filtered through the simple words of. every-day 
speech, which yet, as he writes them, are no longer the words 
we know, but subtle, delicate, shimmering things, full of 
gray undertones, swift flashes of silver humor and wisdom 
from some other world. To the many who love his work 
it is something beyond reason and analysis, something to be 
accepted joyfully, as wild flowers and meadow larks are 
accepted, and loved as instinctively. 

This for instance, called The Secret: 

I was frightened, for a wind 

Crept along the grass to say 
Something that was in my mind 

Yesterday — 

Something that I did not know 

Could be found out by the wind, 
I had buried it so low 

In my mind. 
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Stephens' Road to Dublin 

Or this delectable bit, The Fur Coat: 

I walked out in my Coat of Pride, 

I looked about on every side, 

And said the mountains should not be 

Just where they were, and that the sea 

Was badly placed, and that the beech 

Should be an oak — and then from each 

I turned in dignity as if 

They were not there: I sniffed a sniff 

And climbed upon my sunny shelf, 

And sneezed a while, and scratched myself. 

The Rocky Road to Dublin, however, in spite of its beauty, 
goes to prove definitely what Songs from the Clay had sug- 
gested, that Mr. Stephens is more of a poet in his prose than 
in his verse. In the forever inimitable Crock of Gold, one 
of the most fascinating books in English, and in The Demi- 
gods, although writing in prose, he is the ideal poet, tender, 
mystical, witty — and quite himself. In his poetry he has not 
yet quite found that self. He remains a little uncertain. 
And why, oh why, has he altered the haunting little poem 
Hawks, published long ago in Poetry, to the present insuf- 
ficient version? 

Yet, as there can be only one Synge, so there can only be 
one James Stephens. Let us sing a little chant to the 
leprecauns in his honor! E. T. 

OTHER BOOKS OF, VERSE 

Turns and Movies and Other Tales in Verse, by Conrad 
Aiken. The New Poetry Series. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
If Masefield and W. W. Gibson, Frost and Masters — 

the whole company of story-tellers in verse today — had never 
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